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MARCH. 


Moss deep and green 
Lies thick between 

The plots were we violet flowers are seen. 

" And the small gay celandine's stars of gold, 

Rise sparkling beside our purple’s fold ; — 

Such a regal show 
Is rare I trow, 

Save on the banks where violets glow.” 

With all persons the Violet is a great favourite, 
and is often sought after in its lonely and shady 
retreat. 

* Sweet lowly plant ! once more I bend 
To hail thy presence here. 

Like a beloved returning friend 
From absence doubly dear. 

* Wert thou for ever in our sight, 

Might we not love thee less ? 

But now thou bringest new delight. 

Thou still hast power to bless j 

* And still thine exquisite perfume 
Is precious as of old ; 

And still thy modest tender bloom 
It joys me to behold. 

* It joys and cheers, whene’er I see 
Pain on earth’s meek ones press. 

To think the storm that rends the tree. 

Scathes not thy lowliness. 

‘ And thus may human weakness find 
E’en in thy lowly flower. 


j. h. clark The Songs of the Seasons and Wild Flowers 


THE SWEET VIOLET. 
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An image cheering to the mind 
In many a trying hour.” 


The following lines by Barton, a writer who at- 
tracted notice for his elegant simplicity and purity 
of style and feeling, on this favourite flower, de- 
serves insertion ; the staple of his whole poems 
is description and meditation — description of quiet 
home scenery sweetly and feelingly wrought out, 
and meditation overshadowed with tenderness and 
exalted by devotion. 

r ‘ Beautiful are you in your lowliness. 

Bright in your hues, delicious in your scent. 
Lowly your modest blossoms downward bent, 

As shrinking from our eyes yet prompt to bless 
The passer-by with fragrance, and express 
How gracefully, though mutely eloquent 
Are miobtrusive worth, and meek content. 
Rejoicing in their own obscure recess. 

Delightful flow’rets ! at the voice of spring 
Your buds unfolded to its sunbeams bright, 

And though your blossom soon shall fade from sight. 
Above your lonely birth-place birds shall sing, 

And from your clustering leaves the glow-worm fling 
The emerald glory of its earth-born light.” 

Like the Primrose the Violet is a native of both 
hemispheres, and hardily defies the blasts of the 
alpine mountains, while on our banks and in our 
woods it braves the east winds. The Sweet Violet 
is rare in Scotland, and was formerly used fora pre- 
paration as a cosmetic by the Highland ladies. 
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